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CARTOONS AND. COMMENTS. 


HE FOLLOWING VERSES, recently received at 
T this office, may be deficient in genuine literary 

merit, and it is undeniable that they have 
rather a personal and individual than a general 
interest; but they are so unmistakably the sincere 
cry of a wounded spirit that we publish them 
for what they are worth, leaving it to our readers 
to imagine for themselves the deep painfulness of 
the situation, at which the poet can merely hint: 


THE RAVEN. 


Once upon a midnight dreary, 
While I pondered, weak and weary, 
Over many an often-vetoed 
Bogus pension bill of yore — 
While I nodded, nearly napping, 
Suddenly there came a tapping, 
As of some one gently rapping, 
Rapping at my chamber door — 
‘*’T is some visitor,” I muttered, 
‘«Some durn statesman at my door— 
Only this and nothing more!” 


But the sick’ning sad uncertain 
Thought of foes behind that curtain 
Thrilled me, filled me with fantastic 
Terrors often felt before. 
So that now, to still the beating 
Of my heart, I stood repeating: 
‘*’T is some politician treating 
Who has ‘tret’ a half a score — 
‘Tret’ too much, and now entreating 
Office at my chamber door — 
This it is and nothing more.” 


Presently my soul grew stronger ; 
Hesitating then no longer, 
Said I, ‘Is ’t the Soop’rintendent 
Of the school I taught of yore? 
Of the Sunday-school | taught in, 
In the town my votes were bought in, 
In the town my job was caught in — 
Job whereof I ’d like some more? 
If ’t is you, or even Dudley —” 
Here I opened wide the door — 
Nothing there, and nothing more. 
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Back into the chamber turning, 
(In the hall a light was burning — 
I am quite a nervous party 
Since I cottaged by the shore—) 
Soon again | heard a tapping 
As of some one loudly rapping 
Fit to wake a dead man’s napping — 
Rapping at my chamber door — 
And I took a soda-tablet, 
(Soda-mint,) and ope’d the door. 
‘“’T is dyspepsia—nothing more!” 


But I saw two bright eyes peering, 
And with calm assurance leering — 
In there walked an ancient raven, 
Quite suggestive of a bore. 
Not the least obeisance made he, 
Not a minute stopped or staid he, 
But with mien of lord or lady, 
Flopped above my chamber door — 
Flopped upon the bust of Gran’pa, 
Just above my chamber door — 
Perched and sat, and nothing more. 


Then this ebony bird beguiling 
My sad fancy into smiling, 
By its manner strange, suggesting 
Little Rock and Arkansor, 
‘¢Though thy plumes are not Elysian,” 
Said I, ‘tell me with precision, 
Art a jimblaine or a vision? 
Art thou here for peace or war? 
Tell me, is it peace between us? 
Shall an end be made of war?” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore !”’ 


Much I marveled this confounded 
Fowl the question thus propounded 
With veracity to answer — 
Which was not his wont of yore. 
‘¢But,” I thought, ‘‘he is but thinking 
Of his own hopes, shipwrecked, sinking, 
As he sits there, blankly blinking, 
Dreaming still of ’84, 
Dreaming of his matchless tumble, 
In the year of ’84—” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore !”’ 


‘¢ Prophet!” said I, ‘thing of evil! 
Prophet, if you.are a deevil — 
Whether Reed gets left, or whether 
Poor McKinley goes ashore — 
Tell me, am I Fate’s selection 
For a glorious reélection — 
Shall I join a freak collection — 
Shall I serve my first term o’er — 
Must 1 go to Injinap’lis? 
Can’t I tide two termlets o’er?” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘¢ Nevermore!” 


‘¢ Be that word our sign of parting! 
It is time that you were starting — 
What ’s the matter with Augusta, 
Or Bar Harbor’s rock-bound shore? 
J have never been familiar 
With your old Crédit Mobilier, 
Get you gone, or I will kill yer! 
Quit that bust above my door — 
Quit my gran’pa’s cerebellum — 
Quit, oh, quit my pious door! 
Quoth the Raven, ‘¢ Nevermore!” 


And the Raven, never flitting, 
Still is sitting, still is sitting, 
On the plaster bust of Gran’pa, 

Just above my chamber door. 
And his eyes have all the seeming 
Of a jimblaine’s that is scheming, 
And the lamplight o’er him streaming 

Throws his shadow on the floor 
And my soul from out that shadow 

That lies floating on the floor 

Shall be lifted —— Nevermore. 
B. HB. 


P. S. — [dy the RAVEN. ] 
Nevermore ! 








THE FARMER. 


The Farmer he leads a happy life, 

His farm supports himself and his wife, 

Three sons, two hired men and a gal, 

And the seven kids of his daughter Sal. 

He rises up at the hour of four, 

And milks the cows, and does every chore, 
He goes afield and plows till his back 

Aches like it had a three-foot crack 

Right up the line of the spinal marrow — 
And then he can take a turn at the harrow. 
And when he has plowed and harrowed, he sows; 
And when the Summer is hot, he hoes. 

He also rakes, and he weeds, and p’raps, 

If the rainfall ’s right, he gathers some craps; 
And then he turns his craps into cash, 

And hitches the mare to his old calash, 

And drives into town to buy some clo’es 

To carry his family through the snows. 

And on all he puts on their weary backs, 

He pays: 


for cotton cloth, unbleached,............... from 2'%c. 
per sq. yd. to 40%, 

for cotton cloth, bleached, ........... from 34¢. 
per sq. yd. to 40%, 

for cotton cloth, colored,........ .... from 414¢. 


per sq. yd. to 40%, 
for woolen ready-made cloaks and other garments for 
women and children, ... ..... 45c. per lb., plus 40%, 
ot 35c. per lb., plus 35%, 
for flannels, knit goods, shirts, etc., . from Io to 24c¢. 
per lb., plus from 35 to 40%, 


and for all other manufactures of wool,....35c. per Ib., 
plus 35% 
OF 
TARIFF 
TAX! 


And if for his share of protection he begs, 
McKinley will give him a duty on Eggs! 

On Eggs! 

On Eggs! 

A duty on Eggs! 
The Old War Tariff is on its last legs 
When it has to rely on a duty on Eggs. 
* 7 * 

Oh, the Farmer’s life is gay, as a rule, 
And McKinley is certain the Farmer ’s a fool. 





IT CHANGES A MAN. 


BLreeckER — Why, hello, Joralemon! I 
did n’t recognize you at first with that long 
beard. Wait one moment, till I brush off 
that cobweb from your coat. Where have 
you been the last three years ? 

JoraLemon. -— Moved over to Brooklyn, 
you know, after | got married. 
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ay! | H At yellow men an’ azure dogs in great big picture books; - 
} “i I'm always fixed up pretty, an’ my dresses are so neat ll = 


That I'd be mos’ sure to spoil ‘em if 1 went out on the street 
My Ma is in society, an’, though the weather 's warm, 
I dasn’ play out doors becos it 


Ain't 
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Form. 


I think that poor folks’ children have an awful jolly time, 
When I see them from the window —how they run an’ jump an’ climb ! 
An’ they tear their clothes jes frightful, an’ they never seem to care; 
I wish that I was with them as I watch them playing there. 
But I'm Mother's little lady, an’ I know that she would storm 
If I went out on the sidewalk, cos it 
Ain't 
Good 







Form. 
Philander Johnson, 





A DESIRABLE NEIGHBORHOOD. SUNDAY EVENING. 
Mr. FipGetT.— Officer, |’m sure that saloon on the corner is open, 
Men have been going in there all day. 
OFFICER MCNABB.— Well, what av thot? Would yez have me break- 
’ th’ lah, too, by goin’ in? 


CHICKERING.— Some of the new houses uptown are so narrow that a 


piano can not be put in. 
Baus (excitedly ).— You don’t know the rent of the houses next door 


to them, do you? 


FIRE - PROOF. 


“1 thought that building was fire-proof,” remarked Burns, as he , ; , 
“a , aad st th ke Y , ’ ‘ PEOPLE IN high positions are reminded that that celebrated «room at 
OOK < e ruins. a . . or 4 . 
iis pee 4 ae ae? the top” is often an attic where it is casy to bump one’s head. 
rn ‘‘ Well, it’s pretty good proof-of-a-fire just F 
ee tlt now, anyhow,” returned Underwrighter. : : - 
te : ws A PROWNING MAN will catch at a straw, especially if he happens to be 





ELUSIVE drowning his sorrows. 
‘¢Why don’t you go to work?” 
‘*] do; but it is n’t there!” 


THE YOUNG MAN who buys his 
furniture on the installment 


plan thinks we do not have to go : | 
as far as Russia to find « bureau- to" 1 Sa 
wtBan kh a a 
crate.” “f \ lee 
. Two HEADS are better G 
than one; but unless , 


they are barrel - heads 
they never can_ hold 
any thing in. 





PUCK’S ILLUSTRATED THE MAN who dies S24f'a% 
QUOTATIONS. without glory will ote Dp 
*¢ Oh, whistle, and I ’ll come to you, my lad.”’ never have his ghost / 
—Burns. shiver at the sight of 


its statue adorned with 
a Roman toga and an ecighteenth-century wig. 


FAT MEN can very appropriately discard suspenders, and use sashes 
with their bay windows. 





THE REPUBLICAN PARTY freed the negros, and now they must be made ; is aoe a 
te exercise their freedom by voting the Republican ticket. ‘ on . ae 


Why pon’ the Prohibition States secede if they can’t abide by the MICHAEL'S DAY. OEFE. 


United States Constitution? Or are they just loyal enough to stay 
, . MIss MIDDERBROOK.— Look here, Violet. 
in, and defy the law? Canned: aiiles tatek 
ss Miss MIDDERBROOK. — Everything else fits beautifully ; 
TIDE , 7 ’ > ; 2 j j ‘ , y , 4 
A SURE way to make one s-self ‘Beautiful. Get mixed up in a but how in the world to get his head through this arrangement, 


sensation that will give the reporter a column or so. . iensth Deane: 
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the Commandant at Fort Starbuck, Montana. She had at her small 
feet all the garrison and some two dozen young ranch-owners, the flower 
of the younger sons of the best society of New York, Boston, and Phila- 
delphia. Thirty-seven notches in the long handle of her parasol told the 
story of her three months’ stay. The thirty-seventh was final. She ac- 
cepted a measly Second Lieutenant, and left all the bachelors for thirty 
miles around the Fort to mourn her and to curse the United States Army. 
This is the proem. 


Ms BESSIE VAUX, of Baltimore, paid a visit to her aunt, the wife of 


* * * * * 


Mr. John Winfield, proprietor of the Winfield Ranch, sat 
astraddle a chair in front of the fire in his big living-room, 
and tugged at his handsome black beard as he discussed the 
situation with his foreman, who was also his confidant, his 
best friend and his old college mate. Mr. Richard Cutter 
stood with his back to the fire, twirled a very blonde mous- 
tache and smoked cigarettes continually while he ministered 
to his suffering friend, who was sore wounded in his vanity, 
having been notch No. 36 on Miss Vaux’s parasol. Dick had 

been notch No. 1; but Dick was used to that sort of thing. 

««By thunder,” said Mr. Winfield, ««1’m going to get married this 
year, if | have to marry a widow with six children. And I guess I ’ll have 
to. I’ve been ten years in this girlless wilderness, and I never did know 
any girls to speak of, at home. Now you, you always everlastingly knew 
girls. What’s that place you lived at in New York State— where there 
were so many girls?” 

«‘Tusculum,” replied Mr. Cutter, in a tone of complacent reminis- 
cence. ‘* Nice old town, plastered so thick with mortgages that you can’t 
grow flowers in the front yard. 

All the fellows strike for New 
York as soon as they begin 
to shave. The crop of girls 
remains, and they wither on 
the stem. Why, one Winter 
they had a humpbacked 
man for their sole society 
star in the male line. Nice 
girls, too. Old _ families. 
Pretty, lots of them. Good 
form, too, for provincials.” 

‘¢Gad!” said Jack Win- 
field, ‘«I’d like to live in 
Tusculum for a year or so.” 

‘“‘No, you would n’t. 
It’s powerful dull. But the 
girls were nice. Now, there 
were the Nine-Cent-Girls.” 

‘¢ The Nine-cent Girls?” 

‘“‘No, the Nine-Cent- 
Girls. Catch the difference? 
They were the daughters of 
old Bailey, the civil engineer. 
Nine of ’em, ranging from 
twenty-two, when I was there — 
that’s ten years ago — down to — oh, I don’t know —a kid ina pinafore. 
All looked just alike, barring age, and every one had the face of the In- 
dian lady on the little red cent. Do you remember the Indian lady on the 
little red cent?” 

‘‘Hold on,” cuggested Jack, rising; «I’ve got one. I’ve had it 
ever since I came.” He unlocked his desk, rummaged about in its depths, 
and produced a specimen of the neatest and most artistic coin that the 
United States government has ever struck. 

‘¢ That ’s it,” said Dick, holding the coppery disk in his palm. «It 
would do for a picture of any one of ’em— only the Bailey girls did n’t 
wear feathers in their hair. But there they were, nine of ’em, nice girls, 
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THE NINE-CENT-GIRLS.* 


every way, and the whole lot named out of the classics. Old Bailey was 
strong on the classics. His great-grandfather named Tusculum, and 
Bailey’s own name was M. Cicero Bailey. So he called all his girls by heathen 
names, and had a row with the parson every christening. Let me see—there 
was Euphrosyne, and Clelia, and Lydia, and Flora and Aurora — those 
were the twins —I was sweet on one of the twins —and Una— and, oh, 
I can’t remember them all. But they were mighty nice girls.” 

‘¢ Probably all married by this time,” Jack groaned. <‘¢Let me look 
at that cent.” He held it in the light of the fire, and gazed thoughtfully 
upon it. 

«Not a one,” Dick assured him. ‘I met a chap from Tusculum 
last time I was in Butte City, and I asked him. He said there ’d been only 
one wedding in Tusculum in three years, and then the local paper had a 
wire into the church and got out extras.” 

‘¢What sort of girls were they?” Winfield asked, 
the coin. ; 

‘Just about like that, for looks. Let me see it again.” Dick 
examined the cent critically, and slipped it into his pocket, in-an absent- 
minded way. ‘Just about like that. First rate girls. Old man was as 
poor as a church mouse; but you would never have known it, the way that 
house was run. Bright girls, too —at least, my twin was. I’ve forgotten 
which twin it was; but she was too bright for me.” 

«‘And how old did you say they were? How old was the youngest?” 

«Oh, I don’t know,” replied Dick, with a bachelor’s vagueness on 
the question of a child’s age, ‘five —six—seven, may be. Ten years 
ago, you know.” 

‘¢ Just coming in to grass, 





still regarding 
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observed Mr. Winfield, meditatively. 


# * + 7 # * 


Two months after the even- 
ing on which this conversa- 
tion took place, Mr. Rich- 
ard Cutter walked up one 
of the quietest and most 
eminently respectable of 
the streets of Tusculum. 
Mr. Cutter was nerv- 
ous. He was, for the sec- 
ond time, making up his 
mind to attempt a difficult 
and delicate task. He 
had made up his mind tq 
it, or had had it made up 
for him; but now he felt 
himself obliged to go over 
the whole process in his 
memory, in order to as- 
sure himself that the mind 
was really made up. 
The suggestion had 
come from Winfield. 
He remembered with 
what a dazed incompre- 
hension he had heard his 
chum’s proposition to induce 
Mr. Bailey and all his family to inigrate to Montana and settle at Starbuck. 
‘*We’ll give the old man all the surveying he wants. And he can 
have Ashford’s place on the big dam when Ashford goes East in August. 
Why, the finger of Providence is pointing Bailey straight for Starbuck.” 
With a clearer remembrance of Eastern conventionalities than Mr. 
Winfield, Dick Cutter had suggested various obstacles in the way of this 
apparently simple scheme. But Winfield would hear of no opposition, and 
he joined with him eight other young ranchmen, who entered into the idea 
with wild Western enthusiasm and an Arcadian simplicity that could see no 
chance of failure. These energetic youths subscribed a generous fund to 
defray the expenses of Mr. Cutter as a missionary to Tusculum; and Mr. 
Cutter had found himself committed to the venture before he knew it. 
Now, what had seemed quite feasible in Starbuck’s wilds wore a 
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different face in prim and proper Tusculum. It dawned on Mr. Cutter 
that he was about to make a most radical and somewhat impudent propo- 
sition to a conservative old gentleman. The atmosphere of Tuscu- 

lum weighed heavy on his spirits, which were light and careless ' 
enough in his adopted home in Montana. 

Therefore Mr. Cutter found his voice very uncer- 
tain as he introduced himself to the young lady 
who opened, at his ring, the front door of one 
of the most respectable houses in that re- 
spectable street of Tusculum. 

*¢Good morning,” he said, wonder- 
ing which one of the Nine-Cent-Girls 
he saw before him; and then, noting a 
few threads of gray in her hair, he 
ventured: 

«¢It’s Miss — Miss Euphrosyne, is n’t it? You don’t remember me — 
Mr. Cutter — Dick Cutter? Used to live on Ovid Street. Can | see your 
father?” ° 

‘« My father?” repeated Miss Euphrosyne, looking a little frightened. 

‘¢ Yes —I just want —” 

‘«“Why, Mr. Cutter—I do remember you now —did n’t you know 
that Papa died nine years ago — the year after you left Tusculum?” 

Dick Cutter leaned against the door-jamb and stared speechlessly at 
Miss Euphrosyne. He noted vaguely that she looked much the same as 
when he had last seen her, except that she looked tired and just a shade 
sad. When he was able to think, he said that he begged her pardon. 
Then she smiled, faintly. 

** We could n’t expect you to know,’ 
come in?” 

‘¢N-N-No,” stuttered Dick. ‘«I-I-I’ll call later —this evening, if 
you don’t mind. Ah—ah— good day.” And he fled to his hotel, to pull 
himself together, leaving Miss Euphrosyne smiling. 

He sat alone in his room all the afternoon, pondering over the ship- 
wreck of his scheme. What should he tell the boys? What would the boys 
say? Why had he not thought to write before he came? Why on earth 
had Bailey taken it into his head to die? 

After supper, he resolved to call as he had prom- 
ised. Mrs. Bailey, he knew, had died a year after 
the appearance of her ninth daughter. But, he 
thought, with reviving hope, there might be a 
male head to the family — an uncle, perhaps. 

The door was opened by Clytie, the youngest 

of the nine. She ushered him at once into a bright 
little parlor, hung around with dainty things in artistic 
needle-work and decorative painting. A big lamp glowed 
on a centre-table, and around it sat seven of the sisters, each 

one engaged in some sort of work, sewing, embroidering or designing. 
Nearest the lamp sat Euphrosyne, reading Macaulay aloud. She stopped as 
he entered, and welcomed him in a half-timid but wholly friendly fashion. 

Dick sat down, very much embarrassed, in spite of the greeting. It 
was many years since he had talked to nine ladies at once. And, in truth, 
a much less embarrassed man might have found himself more or less 
troubled to carry on a conversation with nine young women who looked ex- 
actly like each other, except for the delicate distinctions of age which a 
masculine stranger might well be afraid to note. Dick looked from one to 
the other of the placid-classic faces, and could not help having an uneasy 
idea that each new girl that he addressed was only the last one who had 
slipped around the table and made herself look a year or 
two older or younger. 

But atter a while the pleasant, genial, social at- 
mosphere of the room, sweet with a delicate, winning 
virginity, thawed out his awkward reserve, and Dick 
began to talk of the West and Western life until the 
nine pairs of blue eyes, stretched to their widest, fixed 
upon him as a common focus. It was eleven when he 
left, with many apologies for his long call. He found the 






’ she said, simply. «* Won’t you 










night and the street uncommonly dark, empty and depressing. 


‘¢Just the outfit!” he observed to himself. ‘And old Bailey dead 
and the whole scheme busted.” 

For he had learned that the Nine-Cent-Girls had not a relative in the 
world. Under these circumstances, it was clearly his duty to take the morn- 
ing train for the West. And yet, the next evening, he presented himself, 
shamefaced and apologistic, at the Baileys’ door. 

He thought that he wanted to make some sort of explanation to Miss 
Euphrosyne. But what explanation could he make? There was no earthly 
reason for his appearance in Tusculum. He talked of the West until eleven 
o’clock, and then took a constrained and hesitating leave. 

The next day he made a weak pretense of casually passing by when 
he knew that Miss Euphrosyne was working in the garden; but he found it 
no easier to explain across the front fence. The explanation never would 
have been made if it had not been for Miss Euphrosyne. A curious nerv- 
ousness had come over her, too, and suddenly she spoke out. 

«¢Mr. Cutter — excuse me — but what has brought you here? I mean 
is it any thing that concerns us — or — or— Papa’s affairs? I thought 
everything was settled —I had hoped —” 
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There was nothing for it now but to tell the whole story, and Dick 
told it. 

‘¢] suppose you ’ll think we ’re a pack of barbarians,” he said, when 
he had come to the end, ‘and, of course, it’s all impracticable now.” 

But Miss Euphrosyne did not seem to be offended — only thoughtful. 

‘*Could you call here to-morrow at this time, Mr. Cutter?” she 
inquired. 

. . * + * 

Miss Euphrosyne blushed faintly when Dick presented himself to hear 
judgement pronounced. 

‘¢] suppose you will think it strange,” she said; ‘but if your plan is 
feasible, 1 should wish to carry it out. Frankly, I de want to sce the girls 
married. Clelia and Lydia and I are past the time when women think 
about such things — but Clytie — and the rest. And, you know, I can re- 
member how Papa and Mama lived together, and sometimes it seems cruelly 
hard that those dear girls should lose all that happiness — | ’m sure it’s the 
best happiness in the world. And it can never be, Aeve. Now if I could 
get occupation — you know that I’m teaching school, | suppose — and if 
the rest of the girls could keep up their work for the New York people — 
why — don’t you know, if I did n’t tell —if I put it on business grounds, 
you know —I think they would feel that it 
was best, after all, to leave Tusculum....” 

Her voice was choked when she re- 
commenced. 

«¢It seems awful for me to talk to you 
in this cold-blooded about such a 
thing; but — what can we do, Mr. Cut- 
ter? You don’t know how poor we are. 
There ’s nothing for my little Clytie to do 
but to be a dressmaker — and you know what //at 
means, in Tusculum. Oh, dv you think I could teach school out in Star 
— Star — Starbuckle?” 

Miss Euphrosyne was crying. 

Dick’s census of possible pupils in the neighborhood of Starbuck satis- 
fied Miss Euphrosyne. It troubled Dick’s conscience a bit, as he walked 
back to the hotel. «* But they ’ll all be married off before she finds it out, 
so I guess it’s all right,” he reflected. 


’ 
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* + * * A 


The next week Dick went to New York. This was in pursuance of an 
idea which he had confided to Winfield, on the eve of his forth-setting. 

‘© Why,” Winfield had said to him, «you are clean left out of this 
deal, are n’t you?” 

‘¢Of course I am,” said Dick. 
girl on a hundred dollars a month?” 

‘¢I might set you up for yourself —” began his employer. 

‘«Hold on!” broke in Dick Cutter, with emphasis. «* You would n't 
talk that way if you’d ever been hungry yourself. I ’most starved that 
last time I tried for myself; and I ’d starve next trip, sure. 
a good friend to me, Jack Winthrop. Don’t you make a damn fool of 
yourself and spoil it all.” 

‘¢ But,” he added, after a pause, «1 Aave a little racket of my own. 
There ’s a widow in New York who smiled on yours affectionately once, ere 
she wed Mammon. I’m going just to see if she feels inclined to divide the 
late lamented’s pile with a blonde husband.” 

So, the business at Tusculum being determined, and preparations for 
the hegira well under way, Dick went to look after his own speculation. 

He reached New York on Tuesday morning, and called on the lady 
of his hopes that afternoon. She was out. He wrote to her 
in the evening, asking when he might see her. On Thurs- 

day her wedding-cards came to his hotel by special mes- 
senger. He cursed his luck, and went cheerfully about 
attending to a commission which Miss Euphrosyne, 
after much urging, had given him, trembling at her 
own audacity. The size of it had somewhat staggered 
him. She asked him to take an order to a certain large 
dry-goods house for nine traveling ulsters, (ladics’, medium weight, meas- 
urements enclosed,) for which he was to select the materials. 

«Men have so much taste,” said Miss Euphrosyne. ‘‘ Papa a/ways 
knew when we were well dressed.” 

Dick had to wait while another customer was served. 
He stared at her in humble admiration. It was a British 
actress, recently imported. 


‘¢How am I going to marry a poor 
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* * + * * 


When Mr. Richard Cutter sat on the platform of 
the Tusculum station and saw his nine charges approach, 
ready for the long trip to the Far West, it struck him 
that the pinky-dun ulsters with the six-inch-square checks 
of pale red and blue did not look, on these nine virgins, 
as they looked on the British actress. It struck him, 
moreover, that the nine ‘‘fore-and-aft,” or ¢¢ deer-stalker ” 
caps which he had thrown in as Friendship’s Offering only 
served to more accentuate a costume already accentuated. 

But it was too late for retreat. The Baileys had burned their bridges 
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behind them. The old house was sold. Their lot was cast in Montana. 

He had his misgivings; but he handed them gallantly into the train 

— ii was not a vestibule express, for economy forbade —and they began 

their journey. 

He had an uneasy feeling that they were 

noticed: that the nine ladies in the ulsters 

of one pattern —and of the pattern of 

his choosing — were attracting more at- 

tention than any ladies not thus uni- 

formed would have attracted; but he 

De was not seriously disturbed until a 

—- loquacious countryman sat down 
beside him. ; 

‘¢ Runnin’ a lady base-ball nine, be 

oo ye?” he inquired. ‘I seen one, wunst, 

down to Ne’ York. They can’t play ball not 

to speak of; but it’s kinder fun lookin’ at ’em. Could n’t ye interdooce 

me to the pitcher?” 

Mr. Cutter made a dignified reply, and withdrew to the smoking-car. 
There a fat and affable stranger tapped him on the back and talked in his 
ear from the seat behind. 

«*It don’t pay, young man,” he said. <‘‘I’ve handled ’em. Female 
minstrels sounds first rate; but they don’t give the show that catches the 
people. You ’ve gotter have reel talent kinder mixed in with them if you 
want to draw.” 

‘¢ Them ladies in your comp’ny, where do they show?” inquired the 
Conductor, as he examined the ten tickets that Dick presented. 
«¢ What do you mean?” inquired the irritated pioneer. 

‘¢ If they show in Cleveland, I'd like to go, first rate,” 
the Conductor explained. 

*¢ Those ladies,” Dick thundered, at the end of his pa- 
tience, ‘‘are not actresses !” 

‘«*Hmf! What be they then?” asked the Conductor. 





* * * # « 


They had arrived at Buffalo. They had gone to the Niagara Hotel, 
and had been told that there were no rooms for them; and to the Tifft 
House, where there were no rooms; and to the Genesee, where every 
yom was occupied. Finally they had found quarters in a very queer 
hotel, where the clerk, as he dealt out the keys, said: 

‘“©One for Lily, and one for Daisy and one for Rosie — here, Boss, 
sort out the flower-bed yourself,” as he handed over the bunch. 

Dick was taking a drink in the dingy bar-room, and trying to forget 
the queer looks that had been cast at his innocent caravan all the day, 
when the solitary hall-boy brought a message summoning him to Miss 
Euphrosyne’s room. He went, with his moral tail between his mental legs. 

‘*Mr. Cutter,” said Miss Euphrosyne, firmly, ‘‘we have made a 
mistake.” 

‘¢It looks that way,” replied Dick, feebly; ‘* but may be it’s only the 
—the ulsters.” 
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‘¢No,” said Miss Euphrosyne. ‘The ulsters are part of it; but the 
whole thing is wrong, Mr. Cutter; and I see it all now. I did n’t realize 
what it meant. But my eyes have been opened. Nine young unmarried 
women can not go West with a young man — if you had heard what people 
were saying all around us in the cars— you don’t know. We’ve got to 
give up the idea. Oh, but it was awful!” 

Miss Euphrosyne, trembling, hid her face in her hands. 
trickled out through her thin fingers. 

‘‘And the old house is sold! What shall we do? 
go?” she cried, forgetting Dick utterly, lost and helpless. 

Dick was stalking up and down the room. 

‘¢ Tt would be all right,” he demanded, ‘if there was a married woman 
to lead the gang, and if —if—if we caught on to something new in the 
ulster line?” 

‘It might be different,” Miss Euphrosyne admitted, with a sob. 
Speaking came hard to her. She was tired: well nigh worn out. 

‘“¢ THEN,” said Dick, with tremendous emphasis, ‘‘ what ’s the matter 
with my marrying one of you?” 

‘¢ Why, Mr. Cutter!” Miss Euphrosyne cried, ‘I had no idea that 
you — you — ever — thought of — is it Clytie?” 

‘6 No,” said Mr. Cutter,” it is n’t Clytie.” 

‘¢Is it—is it—”’ Miss Euphrosyne’s eyes lit up with a hope long 
since extinguished, ‘is it Aurora?” 

‘«¢No!” 

Dick Cutter could have been heard three rooms off. 

‘“‘No!” he said, with all his lungs. ‘It ain’t Clytie, nor it 
ain’t Aurora, nor it ain’t Flora, nor Melpomene nor Cybele 
nor Alveolar Aureole nor none of ’em. It’s VOU — 
Y-O-U! I want to marry you, and what ’s more, I ’m 

going to!” 

“Oh! oh! oh! oh!” said poor Miss Euphrosyne, and 
hid her face in her hands. She had never thought to be 
happy, and now she was happy for one moment. That 
seemed quite enough for her modest soul. And yet more 

was to come. 

For once in his life, Dick Cutter seized the right moment to do the 
right thing. One hour later, Miss Euphrosyne Bailey was Mrs. Richard 
Cutter. She did not know quite how it had happened. Clytie told her 
she had been bullied into it. But oh! such sweet bullying. 


Her tears 


Where shall we 


* * * * * 


‘*«No,” said Mr. Richard Cutter, one morning in September of the 
next year, to Mr. Jack Winfield and his wife, (Miss Aurora Bailey that 
was,) ‘*1 can’t stop a minute. We’re too busy up at the ranch. The Wife 
has just bought out Wilkinson; and 1’ve got to round up all his stock. 
I’ll see you next month, at Clytie’s wedding. Queer, she should have 


gone off the last, ain’t it? Euphrosyne and I| are going down to Butte City 
Monday, to buy her a present. 
cent. for a thousand?” 


Know anybody who wants to pay six per 


H. C. Bunner. 





SPIEGELROTH’S RUSE. 
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SPIEGELROTH.— Here vas dot loafer ohf a 
cat on der bar again! Vell, I maigs him 
hellup der family. 





How you likes dot, alreatty ? 
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Py Peesmarck! dot vas bedder as 
der old frau could scrub! 
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SIGN LANGUAGE. 


PASSING FRIEND.—I say, what's the alteration going to be ? 
PROPRIETOR (growling).— Alteration in the weather. 


A VARIATION. 


N ANGLER, with a costly pole 
Surmounted by a silver reel, 
Carven in quaint poetic scroll — 






With yellow flies, 
Whose scarlet eyes 
And jasper wings are fair to see, 
Hies to the stream 
Whose bubbles beam 
Down murmuring eddies wild and free, 
And casts the line, with sportsman’s pride, 
- Where the fish ’neath the bushes glide. 


A shock-haired boy, with birch-wand 
light, 

Pronged somewhat like a fish’s spine, 
And on its end a bit of white — 
The common kind of grocer’s twine, 

With naught but great 
Ground worms for bait, 
Tramps to the water full of glee; 
His hat beneath, 
Observe the wreath 
Of smiles most beautiful to see, 
While he casts in the plashing nook 
A bended pin — his only hook. 


The angler with the costly pole 
Comes homeward full of airy grace — 
If rapture thrills the urchin’s soul 
It does n’t blossom in his face. 
The former, he has twenty-three 
Fishes that speckle in the sun. 
The shock-haired boy 
Is reft of joy — 
He’s caught what ’s known as ‘‘nary-one.” 
The rod and reel have won to-day — 
Somehow it sometimes works that way! 


m. A. me. 


A NEWPORT TEXT — *‘ Put not Your Faith in Princes.” 


WE DON’T PUT our great men on postage stamps until they are dead. 
So they ‘‘never know when they ’re licked.” 


Jointed and tipped with finest steel — 
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PLENTY OF ROOM. 
DosBins.—The field of art is wide; there is plenty of room to suc- 
ceed in it. 
PASTELLE. —That’s so; when a man is introduced to you as an 
‘‘artist,” it is hard to say whether he’s a barber or a concert-hall singer! 


SIMILARITY OF TASTES. 
Miss OLDMAID (cultivated pianist ).—Yes, | always 
play classic music; Mozart, Beethoven and Haydn, 
you know. 
LITTLE Boy.—You ’re just like my Mama. She 
don’t play any thing but the pieces that was new 
when she was young. 


LAVISH LIBERALITY. 





SUMMER BOARDER (wearily ).—You have Yl : 
had veal at every meal since I came. // it 
FARMER FURROW (cheerfully ).—We kin if 
afford it. It was our own calf; and it ain’t half i! 
gone yet. lif § } 
WHO, INDEED? | 
WHIPPER.—Why, me dear fellah, it’s as } 


plain as day. Anybody of common sense can 
s2e into it, don’t ye know? 
SNAPPER.— Indeed! Who explained it to you? 
HISTORY REPEATS ITSELF; 
But PRicEs Has Riz, 
I. 
LONG AGES ago —the Bible says so — 
Quite a notorious man was one ‘hairy son;” 
He sold his birthright — which he held very light - 
And received for it, one mess of pottage. 


Il. 
Many moons have gone by, into eternity, 
Notorious once more, one more ‘ Harrison.” 
His integrity sold — like his prototype old, 
He received for it one Cape May cottage. 


Oliver Sudden. 
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A LITTLE 
Fruit DEALER.—What's the matter, old man; are you blind ? 
UNCLE JAKE (with a gulp).— No, boss; but I reely doan’ dare to 


TOO MUCH FOR HIM. 


open my eyes till I git by dat big pile ob watermillions! 








{See Poem on page 394.] 


THE RAVEN. 


And the lamplight o’er him streaming hrows his shadow on the floor — 


And my soul from out that shadow That lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted — Nevermore ! 
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SCENE.— A pavilion at Coney Island. In 
middle of right wall a stage, on which are 
seated three musicians of German birth. In 
the middle of the left wall, a bar furnished 
with beer-kegs, bottles of liquor, glasses, &c. 
In the background, view of antique bathing- 
suits suspended on clothes line. Pavilion is in- 
expensively furnished with wooden chairs and 
tables, which can be easily moved when necessary 
to make room for dancing. The walls are covered 
with signs of this description: ‘+ Basket Parties 
Welcome.” ‘Try Our Mikado Chowder.” ‘Free 
Lunch To-Day; Free Beer To-morrow.” Over 
the stage is suspended a banner with the legend: 
* Princess Nora, the Norwegian Nightingale, 
Appears at this Pavilion, the Only Strictly First-class Family Resort 
on the Island.” 


ATTENDANT (entering, followed by TORTOISE HELMBOLD). — Re- 
member, ladies and gentlemen, that the seats are all free—free as the 
air you breathe. 

HELMBOLD (taking seat at table).— Well, this is the Scandinavian’s 
Paradise, a place where he can sit down without being expected to pay 
any money. 

ATTENDANT. — Now, then; somebody 
get ashamed and buy something. 

HELMBOLD (sighing deeply).— Alas! 
I might have known. Gimme a beer. 

ATTENDANT (shouting ).—Draw one! 

Nora (entering ).— Why, Tortoise, 
is that you? 

HELMBOLD.—— What! Nora? Can it 
be possible? 

NorA.— Cert. I ’m the Norwegian 
Nightingale, and I’m going on in a few 
minutes. ; KG Ze 

ATTENDANT (entering with glass 
of beer, which he sets down on table).— 
Dere you are Boss. Is de lady drinkin’? 

NorRA,—I ’Il take a pony beer, George. 

ATTENDANT (shouting). — Put up 
a shell! 

HELMBOLD.— Nora, all this is so sudden, so overwhelming, I hardly 
know what to think of it. I never dreamt that I should find you here. 
And have you yet found the solution of the problem that vexed you so 
much when we last met? 

Nora.— Yes, Tortoise; I have taken quite a tumble since my last exit. 

HELMBOLD.— And does my little squirrel dance and sing as merrily 
as she did in other days? 

NorA.— Your little squirrel does a song-and-dance in this very pavilion 














AT NARRAGANSETT, 


Miss GowitTT. — Why did you come down to the Pier, Mr. Colday ? 

Mr. COLDAY.—To see you. 

Miss GowITT.—Well, you may as well go back to the city. I don't 
go into the surf. I only stroll down to the beach to look on. 





i 
Alii. WA ~~ rs 


a 






:i— 


ies 


VERY BRACING. 


JACK ROOFGARDEN.— Hullo! I thought you told me there 
were no mosquitos out where you live. What are you doing-with 
those window screens ? 

MORRISON Essex. — Mosquitos? Have n't seen one in 
Lonelyville this Summer. But that New Jersey air is so strong 
and bracing that I have to put these screens on the nursery 
windows, so as to filter it before the baby breathes it. 


four times every afternoon and six times in the evening. And she gets paid 
for it, too, which is not the way she did in what you call «other days.” 
I’m going to do a turn in a couple of minutes now, and if you stay round, 
you ’ll see me. 

ATTENDANT (entering, and setting glass on table).— Ten cents, 
please. (Shouting.) Next we have the De Puddin’ 
Sisters, Rice an’ Tapioca, an’ den de celebrated 
Norwegian Nightingale, from the court of the 
Emp’ror of Rooshy. 

_ Nora.— Well, here’s to you, Tortoise. 
I s’pose you ’ve come to take me home. 
Well, I’m ready enough to go, for I’m 
getting tired of doing eighteen turns a day 
for twenty dollars a week. 

HELMBOLD.— Then you feel, Nora, 
that there is no longer a yawning abyss be- 
tween us. 

NorA.— Yawning abyss? I got all the 
yawning abyss I wanted working right here 
in this pavilion, and now I’m convinced 
that my proper sphere is home. 

HELMBOLD.— And will my little lark 
sing again as merrily as before, and will she 
twitter as blithely in her cage? 

NorA.— She will twitter till you can’t rest, 
as soon as she gets the sea-fog out of her voice. 

HELMBOLD.— Who is that musician on the } | 
platform there? His face seems familiar. 

NorA.— Oh, that’s Doctor Rank. We’ll have to give him the shake 
now. Just wait here till | do my turn. (A moment later appears on stage 
and sings: ) 





‘And in the night my child was sweetly sleeping, 
And in the morning it was took away.” 


(Loud applause, led by the ATTENDANT.) 

NoRA (entering ).— Well, Tortoise, this is a dry meeting. You can 
gimme the same, George; and my gentleman friend ’Il take the same, too. 
I say, Tortoise, suppose we start for home to-night. I’ve learned all I 
wanted to about woman’s place in the world, and if I’m to learn any more, 
I ’d just as soon have you teach it to me. 

ATTENDANT (entering with beer ).— Ten cents, please. 

NoraA.— Well, here ’s happy days. 


CURTAIN. J. LL. LO%4. 
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leroy. Those long curls you wear were the 
death of you! 


“LirtLE Miss BESSIE (proudly). — My 
Mama has all her dresses made in Europe. 


Mama is n’t so awfully economical as that. 
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A CHARITABLE ENDEAVOR. 


Quay.—What in the world made you offer President Harrison a 


rattle-snake? You might have known he would refuse such a gift. 


PLATT.—That’s just it. 1 wanted to give him a chance 
to refuse something. 





QUITE BY ACCIDENT. 
ETHEL.— My dear girl, how did you get 
ee Aa ——- your bathing suit wet? 

Maub.— I got caught in a shower. 


THE SECRET OUT. 


‘¢Why does the Champion Magazine 
continue to print articles on the Civil War? 
Is the public interested in them?” 

‘¢ No.” 
‘* Well, then, who is?” 
‘¢ The editor.” 


RESPECTING HER MEMORY. 
TENNEY.—Why does Tony wear a black straw hat? 
YOUNG. — He’s in mourning for an aunt who died three or four 


years ago. 


IN BALDNESS THERE IS SAFETY. 


ABSALOM (/0 SAMSON).—So you ’re the fellow who got into trouble 


through a hair-cut, are you? 


SAMSON.—Humph! You need n’t talk, Faunt- 





THE PAUPER LABOR ISSUE. 


LITTLE Miss JESSIE (disdainfully ).— My 


SPOKEN IN JEST. 


MARGUERITE.— Jack was caught by the undertow when he was in 


the surf yesterday. 


PRISCILLA.— Don’t you wish you were the undertow? 


A SACRIFICE TO 
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Our GALLANT BOARDER. — May I ask where you are 
going, Miss Wendover? 

Our INTELLECTUAL BOARDER.— Certainly, Mr. Allibone; 
I am going after a few geological and botanical specimens. 

Our GALLANT BOARDER.—I shall be delighted to go with 
you, and carry the basket, Miss Wendover. 
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HE WAS INNOCENT. 
‘*] missed several of my chickens last night, Uncle Jasper. 
Do you know any thing about them?” 
‘*Cunnel, I believe de law do not require cullud gemmen 
to answer questions which mout discriminate demselves.” 


TWO MUCH FOR ONE. 
«You had better get two thermometers, George.” 
‘¢ What can we do with two?” 
‘«©Oh, we may need ’em. It gets pretty hot here sometimes.” 


SCIENCE. 





( Two Hours Later.) 


OuR INTELLECTUAL BOARDER Now, Mr. Allibone, 
we will look for a good large piece of clouded red sandstone, 
and then I think we will return. 
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A PARALLEL CASE. | THE CELEBRATED 
Mrs. Upton. — Yes, that is my daughter’s | 
piano; but she has scarcely touched it since she | 
has been married. 
Mrs. DOWNTON. — Jest the same with my 
darter an’ ’er typewriter.—New York Weekly. 
IN EITHER CASE. | 
4 | PIANOS 
AER Ve noes sage you Sane galt Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
your bill. Let me congratulate you. Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 
sovantienen 1066. TRAVERS.—I had to. He brought suit. SOHMER & CO. 
7 ef DASHAWAY.— Then let me sympathize with CHICAGO. ILL., 236 State Street. 











G > Ly s you. —Clothier and ene <2 BANSAS CrTY, MO., 1128 Main a 
Inaen— The TALE OF A CENTURY. 











IS THE 

BEST IN THE WORLD bps hundred years ago Pears’ Soap began in 
London its mission of cleanliness. To-day its use is 

IT IS NOW MADE AS IT WAS IN THE BEGINNING universal, and more people than ever before acknow- 
FROM THE BEST AND PUREST MATERIALS. ledge its superiority—a sure evidence that its mission 
LOOK OUT FOR THE RED LABEL ADOPTED TO . has been successful. For one hundred years it has 


Sas CRANES. maintained its supremacy in the face of the whole world’s 


competition. Such a record could not be achieved with- 
out cause. Temporary successes are comparatively easy, 
but for an article to go on maintaining its popularity 
through generation after generation, it miust appeal to 
something more than passing fancy. This is the case 
with Pears’ Soap, It is, and always has been, an honest 
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es In the United States it has 
ound a place in public favor equal 
to that so long we F England. Men 
and women alike find it good and 


KE a * 
BROTHERS’ | 
reliable. The man who has once 


33 UNION SOUARE 
New York 
said + tried Pears’ Soap in the form of a 


ae a Beaten soe Wine cn . # = : : ; 
‘* A NEW female pursuit in the larger cities is a =i; % ; shaving stick wants no other; he takes. 
collecting bills.” This is encouraging. The old - i > Was — ; it with him on all his journeys. That 
X iii me LS ss 
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female pursuit in the larger cities was to run ’em \ 
up.—Vorristown Herald. 





SUMMER RESORTS. 








woman who travels and fails to take, as she would 
her tooth-brush, or hair brush, a supply of Pears’ 
Soap must put up with cheap substitutes until her 
burning, smarting skin demands the “matchless for 
the complexion.” Even children know the differ- 
ence. So long as fair, white hands, a bright, clear 








This Popular and Select Hotel has been opened for 














the Season of 1890 on Saturday, June 2tst. complexion, and a soft, healthful skin continue to 
‘To its former patrons, and others who desire to investi- add to beauty and attractiveness, so ong will 

ome its advantages, full particulars and plans will be Pears’ Soup continue to hold its place in the good 

urnished on application at the Howland Hotel, or at the . , 

Albemarle Hotel, Madison Square, New York. opinion of women who want to be beantsful and 

Of Janvein & Water, Propr’s HENRY WALTER, attractive. , j 
__ Albemarle Hotel, N. Y. Proprietor. Be sure to gel the genuine PEARS 








pent “¥ BOWERY BAY BEACH SOAP as there are vile tinitations. Me Sete ss 


The Most Beautiful and Popular Family Resort. | ae “ a aeatisaiiaitaeincapil — 
monte from Want sth Stee me e's SP a Aeon ination Brniee_| THE REASON Why. | 
Howery Buy. Beach.” Fare ioe. : children half price, “alee by horse rail, | JOHNSON.—Why is the moon often spoken of 
SUNDAYS, trom East oth Nil, IAM, eM. 1% Sane see, | as the silvery moon? 
Also from Harlem Bridge, 130th St. and 3d Ave., 10 and 12 A. M., then 

















Lo THE ONLY PRACTICAL 


W-PRICER 


YPEWRITER 


Catalogue free. Address l'ypewriter Department, POEE 
MANUFACTURING CO., Boston, New York, Chicago. 









Malf-hourly to 10 r. i. directly to Grand Pier, Bowery Bay Beach. | JACKSON.—Because we get it in halves and 
‘are l0c., children half price. Also by horse rail if 92d St. (Astori e - ~ > rr ~ 
ferry, from 6A. M. aati maaan ave 10 fog er ice 45, i quarte rs, | suppose. — Epoc h. 


“1 advise all parents to have their boys and girls taught shorthand-writing and type-writing. A 
stenographer who can type-write his notes would be safer from poverty than a great Greek scholar.” 
CHARLES REApg, on “ The Coming Man.”’ 






Remington ?.¢\ (WRIGHT'S MYRRH TOOTH SOAP. 
Standard Typewriter. For Fifteen Years the Standard, and to-day — | QAR cre: ren wine nous sun Gms Yu meth 


A CY of Teeth” free. Wright & Co., Chemists, D trvit, Mich, 
Also in liquid or powder form. 


the most perfect development of the writing- 








machine, embodying the latest and highest —= = 
| TOR: LEAD a ( 


achievements of inventive and mechanical skill. BICYCLES -WORLD 
We add to the Remington every improvement 
that stud apital can secure. OVERRAN VIEL Ce. | 

at study and capital can secure "QucSPEE Paves pass’ prnCne 











PosTon: —___-_ > WASHINGTON 
“SEND FOR CATALOGUE: 


"ALL: RIGHT: 














New York. 














CHATTERINGS. 


CHOLLY.— Deah old London ! 

MIss YANKEE.—Isn’t that the place where 
Oscar Wilde lives? 

SO CONSIDERATE. 

HUSBAND (newly married ).—Don’t you think, 
love, if I were to smoke, it would spoil the cur- 
tains? 

WIFE.— Ah! you are really the most unselfish 
and thoughtful husband to be fond anywhere ; 
certainly it would. 

HUSBAND.— Well, 
down. 


then, take the curtains 


‘¢WHERE are you going this Summer?” 

‘‘T haven’t the least idea.” 

««But can’t you judge from what you’ve heard 
your Pa and Ma say?” 

‘Well, from the way Ma talks, I’d think we 
were going to Paris, Italy, Switzerland, and the 
Rhine. From the way Pa talks, I’d think we were 
going to the poor-house.” 

BEAUTIFUL MAIDEN.—I have here 
poem: the only one I ever wrote. 

OVER-SENSITIVE EDITOR.— Then, my dear 
Madam, | haven’t the heart to take it from you. 


a little 


THEY Go IT BLIND. 
SHE.— How do you manage to think, amid all 
the noise in the Stock Exchange? 
HE.—We don’t th’ >. 





THE eagle in a dove-co.e probably wears a swal- 
low-tail. —Smith, Gray & Co.’s Monthly. | 


HOUSE HEATING. 
—— VERY IMPORTANT. 


Don’t decide 


Until you have seen 
THE 


 GORTON BOILER 


and read their 











NEW CATALOGUE. 
SAVES HEALTH, TIME, 
MONEY and PATIENCE. 


BURNS EITHER HARD 
OR SOFT COAL. 
Without Smoke, 








The Latter 
Call and see for yourself. 


THE CORTON & LIDCERWOOD Co., 
34 & 36 West Monroe St., aaa 
197-203 Congress St., Bosto 
96 Liberty St., New Y 


ork. 962° 





—- 
THE HARTFORD SAFETY. 
THE BEST $100 BICYCLE MADE. 


Can be adjusted to fit any person, from a boy 
of 12 to a full-grown man. 


Catalogue Free. 
HARTFORD CYCLE 
HARTFORD, CONN, 


co., 


' given your competitor. 


‘AN HONEST TALE SPEEDS BEST, BEING PLAINLY TOLD.” — Richard III, 
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Bad Complexions 
with Pimples 


Blackheads, red, rough, and oily skin and hands are prevented 
and cured by that greatest of Skin Purifiers and Beautifiers, 
the celebrated Cuticura Soap, when all other so-called skin 


and complexion soaps and remedies fail. 


Why? Because it 


prevents clogging of the sebaceous glands with sebum, the cause 
of pimples, blackheads, and most complexional disfigurations. 


Cuticura 


Soap 


derives its remarkable medi- 
cinal properties from Cuti- 
cura, the great Skin Cure, 
but so delicately are they 
blended with the purest of 
toilet and nursery soap stocks 
that the result is a medicated 


toilet soap incomparably superior to all other skin and com- 
plexion soaps, while rivalling in delicacy and surpassing in 


purity the most expensive of toilet and nursery soaps. 
greater than the combined sale of all other skin soaps. 
throughout the civilized world. 


Sale 
Sold 


Price, 25 cents. 


“ ALL ABOUT THE SKIN,” 64 pages, 300 Diseases, 50 Illustrations, and 100 Testimonials, mailed 


to any address. 


A book of priceless value, affording information not obtainable elsewhere. 


Address 


Potter DruG AND CHEMICAL CorPporaTioNn, Proprietors, Boston, U.S. A. 


Skins on Fire 


with Itching and Burning Eczemas, and other itching, scaly, and blotchy 
skin and scalp diseases, are relieved by a single application, and 


speedily, permanently, and economically cured by Cuticura Remedies, the greatest Skin 


Cures, Blood Purifiers, and Humor Remedies of modern times. 
Use them now. 


proven by hundreds of grateful testimonials. 
is the best time to cure skin diseases. 


THE MEAN THING. 
Miss TRIFLEFAST.—How I do 
Mrs. DeBrown ! 
Miss Dirro. — Why, what has she done? 
Miss TRIFLEFAST. — Told me I was showing 
my ankle; so, of course, I had to look embarrassed 
and stop it. —IT’est Shore. 


detest that 


MOTHERS BE SURE AND USE MRS. WINSLOW'S SOOTH- 


ING SYRUP for Children Teething Tt soothes the child, softens the 
zums, allays all pain, cures wind colic and diarrheea, 25 cents a bottle, 


AVOID a paper that carries a great space of advertise- | 


ments in proportion to its reading matter, especially when 
many of these 
ou that the space is obtained at less than regular rates. 
n dealing with a paper that will cut its rates to you, you 
will always be in doubt as to how much greater a cut is 
The publisher who fails to name 
his rates plainly and unequivocally, or who fails to stand 
right up to them through thick and thin, either shows a 
lack of confidence in the merits of his paper, or is a double 
dealer who takes in most of those who patronize him.— 
National Stockman and Farmer. 


ULLRICH’S FOUNTAIN PENS 


are the best made. Hold ink for week’s use. Price $1.60 and 
yao AGENTS WANTED. Circulars free. 
J.C. ULLRICH & Co., 108 Liberty St., New York. 


act IV. 





«* An honest tale ”’ is « plainly told” in two books published hy the 


buy Hot- 


‘‘How Best to Heat Our Homes,” 


Water Heater Company, 





They are educational. 


economical, 





Mention PUCK. 


and ‘‘ Testimonial Companion.” 





Send your address for copies, free by mail. 

A house heated by hot-water circulation on the original Gurney plan is always 
comfortable and its occupants correspondingly happy. 
convenient and attractive. 


The system is healthful, 


CURNEY HOT-WATER HEATER Co., 
MAIN OFFICE, 163 FRANKLIN ST., Cor. Congress, BOSTON, MASS. 
NEW YORK OFFICE, 88 JOHN ST., Cor. Cold. 


advertisements are of a nature to convince | 


of “Short Sixes; Stories to be 





This is strong language, but true, as 
Summer, when the pores open freely, 


THE LATEST AND BEST. 





DELICATE, DELIGHTFUL, LASTING AND ECONOMICAL. 


its fragrance is that of the onening buds of Spring. 
you will have no other, 


Sold Ewerywhere. I'ry It. 


JAS. S. KIRK & CO., Chicago. 


IN THE recent midsummer number of PUCK, Mr. H. C. 
Bunner has begun a series of tales under the general title 
Read While the ¢ 


as successful 


Once uset 





‘andle 


which bid fair to be as lus earlier 


ventures in fiction. 


Burns,” 
They have a humor and a condensa- 
tion suggesting Guy de 
feeling of Mr. American as those of 
Maupassant are French.—7%e Critic. 


Maupassant, while the color and 
Bunner's tales is as 





JEFFEP 
Y CLES Sat 
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DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING ! ! 


Sold by GROCERS, DRUGGISTS, 
_WINE TRADE everywhere. 


and 
937 


WANTED: 


BACK NUMBER 


OF PUCK. 





A liberal price will be paid for Nos. 26, 50 and | 
76, if in good condition. Address, 
PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 
Crrs. 


Puck BUILDING, 





Beh oxta toe il 
: at SiWiRERVE | 


* WHISK 


hivihetinited States 


MA TOUR SIGNATURE APPEARS ONEVERY BOTTLE, 
he dunnyside CLG 


sswst, BIGYCLES 





















LOWEST 
700 Cyeles in nem. pees | waapeins 
inbestmakee, n 
EASY PAYMENTS WITH TT EXTRA CHARGE. Lowest 
prices guaranteed.Low freight 
rates.We ure headquarters ry — su eo een uce- 
ments bring us orders from all Canada‘ 
Cate tree. ROUSE. HAZARD & C0. 66 0 ST. "bEoRIA. iLL. 
Warm Weather Specialties. 
x . 
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Sample sand rules for self-measurement mailed on apttication. 


PEOPLE! WEIGHT REDUCE 
WITHOUT STARVATION DIET. 


ST ou Treatise & instruction Sor S cieenes 


ques. LY NTON,19 Park Piace, New Yor 
$75.2 ty $25 00A MONTH can be mate 


oe ea for us. Persons ata 
ferred who can furnish a horse and give their whole 

time to the business. Spare moments may be profitably 
employed also. A few vacancies in towns and cities. * 
B. F, JOHNSON & CO., 1009 Main St., Richmond. Va, 855 


+ AY pea Pier FEVER 


RED. A TRIAL PACKAGE FRE 
Dr. RK. Minn. 


881* 














BY MAIL TO SUFFERERS. 
PEF VEAN 











PUCK. 


MADE THE TEACHER FEEL GOOD. 

AUNT.— Did n’t you get another thrashing in 
school to-day ? 

JOHNNY.—Yes, indeed I did; but it did n’t 
hurt a pit. 

AUNT.— Did you cry? 

JOHNNY.—Yes, I bellered like everything; but 
I only did it to humor the teacher.— 7ex. Sift. 

THE REAL DIFFICULTY. 

JAGWAY.—What’s the use of paying forty or 
fifty dollars for asuit? I got this for twenty dollars. 

TRAVERS.—Yes, but you had to pay cash for it. 
—Clothier and Furnisher. 


CUSTOMER. — You advertise pants made while 
you wait; but I’ve been waiting three hours and 
you don’t seem to have ’em ready yet. 

TAILOR.—You’d prob’ly find it more comfort- 
able to wait around home; they’ll be ready day 
after to-morrow.— Smith, Gray & Co.’s Monthly. 

AT THE SHAKSPERIAN READINGS. 

MRS. SNOBBLETON. —I thought they would 
have given us something modern, but there is 
such a rage for the middy-evil just now. 

MRS. PARVENU.—That’s so. Yet I always like 
Shakspere ; he is very old, but very pretty. — Aave 


| Fiela’s Washi ngton. 





GOOD FUN LASTS FOREVER. 








Pictures in Colors and Black-and-White 
By Frederick Opper. 
Reprinted from PUCK 


By Mail from the Publishers of PUCK on Receipt of 
35 CENTS. 








ANITAS 


Non- Poisonous 
Wisintectants 


W. K. NEWTON, M. D., writes: 

se 2 Sav and Mass., April 20, 1887.—I have used all kinds of disin- 
fectants for twenty-seven years in my surgical practice here and on 
steamer, and observed their use in Paris and London in 1880 and 
1887, and asa disinfectant and antiseptic I can truly say ‘Sanitas’ 
has no equal. It is pleasant and agreeable as a pine forest.’ 

FOR SALE BY DRUGGISTS. 
For Reports by Medical sa banger | t anaes prices in bulk, etc., 


__ Factory, 636 - 642. Wrest "35th Street, N.Y. 


Liebe: Company's 


EXTRACT OF BEEF, 


For improved and _ economic 
cookery, use it for Soups, Sauces 
and Made Dishes, In flavor—zn- 
comparable, and dissolves perfectly 
clear in water. Makes delicious 
Beef Tea and keeps in all climates 





675 








for any length of time. 1 Ib. equal 
to 4o Ibs. of lean beef. Only sort 
guaranteed genuine by 
Justus von Liebig and * e 
bears his signature in 
blue, thus: 


WILHELMSQUELLE 


KRONTHAL 


(RED LABEL) 


Natural Mineral Waters 


From the a springs of BAD KRONTHAL, TAUNUS 
GERMANY. Best of Table waters of great digestive qualities. S. 
lor sale by all leading groceries, liquor dealers and druggists 
CALWEY & FELDMANN, NEW YORK, 

SOLE AGENTS. 695 





Wue N the farmer wants his cow to stand still he | says 
on. 


""— Prison Mirror. 


FACIAL BLEMISHES. 


The largest establishment in the World for the 
treatment of Hair and Scalp, Eczema, Moles, Warts, 
Superfluous Hair, Birthmarks, Moth, Freckles, 
Wrinkles, Red Nose, Red Vein, Oily Skin, Acne, 
Pimples, Blackheads, Barber’s Itech, Scars, Pit- 
tings, Powder Marks, Bleaching, Facial Develop- 
ment, Hollow or Sunken Cheeks, ete. Consultation 
free at office or by letter. 12 page book on all 
skin and scalp affections and their treatment, sent 
— to any address on receipt of 10 cents. 
OHN H. poceaver, Dermatologist, 
125 W. wer St., New York City 
| Reece IAL SOAP, at Druggists or by mail, 50 ‘c ents. 460 








Pocket Match ‘Safe Free to to Smokers of 











| BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BiITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 

To be had in Quarts and Pints. 

L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 














HENRY LINDENMEYR, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE. 


Nos. 15 & 17 BEEKMAN STREET. 


ee 
BRANCH, 31, 33, 35 & 37 East Houston St.¢ N&W York. 








The Best Tonic for All Kidney Troubles. 


SWAN GIN! 


BOLD BY DRUGGISTS, GROCERS AND DEALERS. 
ee ee RECOMMENDED FOR ITS DIURETIC PROPERTIES!’ 


JOSEPH GILLOTT’S 


STEEL PENS. 


GOLD MEDAL, Paris EXPOSITION, 1889. 


THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS. 
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EW KODAKS 
: “You press the | 
button, 


4 





we do the rest.” 


Seven new Styles and Sizes 
ALL LoapeD with J'yapsparent Films, 
For sale by all Photo. Stock Dealers. 
THE EASTMAN COMPANY, 
Send for Catalogue. ROCHESTER, N. Y. 











GARFIELD TEA [s.csrigstin 


Free samples at all druggists or 319 W. 46th St., N.Y. g21* 











| LIKE MY WIFE TO 


Use Pozzoni’s Complexion Powder because it 
improves her looks and is as fragrant as violets. 


AT @ FOLKS® 











ir se 


i mn mail. rtic- 
ILCOX SPECIFIC CO., Phila., Pa. 











A WONDERFUL MEDICINE 


FOR WEAK STOMACH, 
IMPAIRED DICESTION, 
CONSTIPATION, 

—— SICK HEADACHE — 
DISORDERED LIVER, &c. 


Sold by all Druggists AT 25 CENTS PER BOX. 
Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England 


B. F. ALLEN CO., Sole Agents for United States, 
365 & 367 Canal Street, New York, 


Will (if your druggist does not keep them) mail Beecham’s Pills on re. 
ceipt of price —but inquire first. [Please mention PUCK.] 


THE jury brought in a verdict of ‘ not guilty.” 

The judge said admonishingly to the prisoner: 
«After this you ought to keep away from bad 
company.” 

«¢ Yes, your honor. 
in a hurry.”—Chatter. 








You will not see me again 


A MATTER OF TASTE. 


Miss CALUMET (from Chicago).— Did you notice 
Mr. Bristle’s collar button at the ball, Mr. Cleverton? 


CLEVERTON.— Oh, yes. 
Miss CALUMET.—I thought it was in such 
taste. —Clothier and Furnisher. 





PUCK. 


YOUNG Arrist.— This represents a man and 
team going along with a can of dynamite to shoot 
a well. 

FRIEND.—Very natural, indeed. 

YOUNG ARTIST.—Here is the companion pict- 
ure. 4 

FRIEND.— Yes; but the man and team are not 
there. 

YOUNG ARTIST.—Of course not. 
mite has gone off.—Light. 


The dyna- 


SHE DESERVED IT. 

(in a Jewelry Store.) 1 love you,” said the 
bronze figure of Venus to a Jurgensen above her, 
‘¢ because you have such an open face.” And the 
watch ran down and kissed her. — Jewelers’ Cir- 
cular. 


’ 


SOME one calls for a combination fan which 
may be used one day to cool one’s fevered brow 
and the next to shovel off the snow.— Columbus 
Dispatch. 


NOBODY can afford to miss the short stories H. C. Bun- 
ner is writing in PucK. The series is called ‘‘ Short Sixes,” 
in allusion to the candles which are sold six to a pound, I 
believe. Two stories have appeared, ‘‘ Col. Brereton's 
Aunty "’ and ‘* The Love Letters of Smith." Both of them 
are’ full of delicate humor, and the illustrations by Mr. 
Taylor are conceived and drawn in thorough sympathy 
with the text. ‘‘ The Love Letters of Mr. Smith" in Puck 
No. 698 ought to please you almost as much as if they were 
your own. Mr. Bunner's stories have always had much to 
recommend them, but these trifles in size are treasures in 
literary art. Because they are true to nature, and to what 
is most pleasant in human nature, they will delight all sorts 
and conditions of readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch. 

Use Angostura Bitters to stimulate the appetite and keep the 
digestive organs in order, Dr. J. G. B, Siegert & Sons, sole 
manufacturers. At all druggists. 





Media (Pa.) Military Academy; boys. 


00. Brooke 
Hall girls. Circulars free. 964 


CARRYING STINGINESS ‘TO AN EXTREME. 

CuMSO.— Jaysmith is penurious, isn’t he? 

FANGLE.—I should say he was! He won’t 
eyen laugh at a joke unless it is at some one else’s 
expense.— Epoch. 


‘ 
> 
5 





UESS ‘i 





$100, $60 or $25, FREE! 


Civen Away by THE CREAT DIVIDE, the Best Doliar Monthly in the World. 
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ISHORN'S. swabeRotteRs 


Beware of Imitations. 


NOTICE 
AUTOGRAPH 
OF 











ANTI-NICOTINE PIPE 
25 CENTS BY MAIL. 


SANITARY TOBACCO PIPE CO., 


1027 South Sth St., DENVER, COLO. 


oMonderry 
sr DAT HI Lite 


SPARKLING AND STILL. 


FINEST TABLE WATER 
ON THE MARKET. 
Used at all leading HOTELS and CLUBS. 
Sold by first-class Grocers and Druggists. 
Main Office, Nashua, N. H. New York, $23 Broadway. 











Send for Pamphlet. 





Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the 
Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest, 


CATARRH 


‘Sold by druggists or sent by mail. 
50c. E. T. Hazeltine, Warren, Pa. 







of Denver or west of New York. S 
able for presents. Sample orders 


CAN DY licited. Address, 


Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner 








Do You want to know about the Wil 
, and Wooly West? 

Do you want to know about the Indians?, 
(Are you interested in Ethnology? 

r Do you like good Literature? 


CLearR, FAIR AND CLoupy} 


” “* Predict the Weather in Colorado. * 





4 Are you curious about the Cliff- Dwellers? 
Are you fond of Flowers? 

$Have you a leaning towards Gcology? 

Do Minerals interest you? 

(Would you like to study Crystals? 

(Do you want to know how Gold and Sil- 

ver are found? 
If So subscribe for the GREAT 
, DIVIDE without delay. 


‘ occur in Colorado between Aug 20, and Sept ¢ 
To the contestant guessing second nearest, 85 














Remember you are guessing what the weather will be 





PUCK’S LIBRARY 
No. 38: 


party. 


good 





———— 
to its untold wealth of gold, silver, etc., also possesses a most 
wonderful climate, and as a matter of fact, more sunshine than 
any other part of the United States. 
you become acquainted with the resources of the West through the 
Great Divide, and offer the following premiums to create an 
interest and bave you become a subscriber, 

———————————————————' PREMIUM OFFER. Toanny one subscribing before close of con- 

test to The Great Divide and guessing correctly the number ot Clear, Fair and C ] 

20, 1890, we will give asa premium 8100 in ca 
in cash. 





Only new subscribers who become j Terms ofsubscription tothe GREATI[;, ’ 
such before contest closes, (be sure about DIVIDE for wa FAIR & CLOUDY DAYS 
this), and send their GUESSES when] 3mo. ‘2/cts. including :3 guesses |— = 
| SUBSCRIPTION is sent are entitled to ** ’ “ “ =. 1289 Ciear| Fair \° lou-¢ 
any of these premiums. 1:2 “S14. « 20 “ 2. dy ) 
) Contest is decided by the regular report of the U.S, Weather Bureau of Colorado.|Jan..| 14 il i? 
and names of successful competitors will be published inthe October number of|Feb..| 4 9 15 
the GREAT DIVIDE. Premiums prorataontie guesses. Please bearin mind|Mar.| 3 | 25 3 4 
pach guess must be on a separate Slip offCash sent to premium winners|Apr 4 16 10 4 

paper so that it can be readily filed.jon day of decision. May . 1 18 Pm 
The following form is suggested ns Conven- | ———Address your letters plainly.——— }J une § | 2) 34 
dient, thouch any guess that can be under- July 6 19 6 4 
stood will = en eee oe Aug 6 21 4 
be accept-| HFSS FOR AUG 20TO SEPT. 20, 1890 UU. cont) 9 | ix | 3 2 
ed. Contest|Clear days...0| John Brown,| P.O.boxC. DENVER, COLO. foct..) 9 | 16 | 6 2 
closes Aug, Fair days, ...0| P. O. Box 31, |Reference, First National Bank, Denver.JNoy.| 13 | 11 6 
$e S AU. a . . ro : 5 § 
20, 1890. Cloudy days,0| Decatur, Ill. — Corrricut, 1890, — Dee..| 8 18 5 > 


This Great Rocky Mountain region in addition 
We are interested in having 2 
oudy days that will) 


he 
To the contestant guessing third nearest S25, 
































bet. Aug. 0 and Sept 20, inclusive. Sample copy free 


Don’t you know you ’re a married woman?” 


“© Yes; but he did n’t.”—Chatler. 


CROSS-COUNTER REPARTEE. 


688. 


Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3 so fora superb 
box of candy by express, prepaid, east 


uit- 
so- 


Cc 
214 State t., Chicago. 


«© You were flirting with Bob Ochiltree at the garden 


SMARTLEIGH.— Will you guarantee that the color 
of this polka-dot necktie will hold on a wet day ? 
BUDDLEIGH.—Yes; the color will not run, but the 
rain will knock the spots out of it.— Zxchange. 











‘BUND 


August 
15th. 








Being Pucx’s Best Things About 
Crooks and Uprights. 








BERGER & W 





Out 
Friday, 
August 

15th. 
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How long will Inexperienced Bathers keep on 
going out too far, and putting people to the trouble 
of saving them? 


How long will people persist in thinking that they 
are enjoying themselves on the Windy End ot 
excursion boats? 





bs How long will the Summer hotels be in- 
fested by Young Lady Reciters, Amateurs 


How long must peaceful suburban residents continue to be assailed by ee ane carnage any Samael 


the frightful midnight uproar of ‘‘ Straw-Rides?"’ 








_. How long shall the Amateur Photograph Fiend be allowed to run at large, ! j eH 
without restraint ? ° 


SLOttmann Lith.Co. puck euoc ny. 


HOW LONG, O LORD, HOW LONG? 





